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Kidnapped 
by Arctic Vulpix 


Summary 


After the return of Casita and the magic, everyone thought that that would be the end of their 
troubles. 
They were wrong. 


Sometimes, the greatest threats are right among you. Waiting to strike when you least expect 
it. 


Where's Camilo? 


Notes 


So this is inspired by an rp I wrote with a friend of mine, Panda is Bad at Games. Hope you 
enjoy! 


Trigger Warnings for kidnapping, non-consensual touching and non-consensual drug use. 


Missing 


The scream was almost lost in the wind, a grief-filled wail that tore at their hearts. Bruno 
could only watch as Felix braved the storm, the near tornado, to reach his wife’s side. He 
could only catch brief glimpses of them but he could see how Felix pulled Pepa into a hug, 
how Pepa collapsed against him in sobs. 


He hated that his hermana was hurting so much. He hated that his family was scared and 
angry. 


He hated that they still didn’t know where Camilo was. 


It had seemed like an ordinary day. After everyone got Casita and their magic back, life had 
continued as normal. Well, normal with many improvements anyway. The Madrigals had 
learnt their lesson well and were actively trying to be better. 


They took care of themselves, spoke up if something was bothering them, reached out to help 
each other. 


It was everything he’d dreamed of for the family, and more. 


At first, no one had noticed that Camilo was missing. He was usually so busy that they 
wouldn’t see him for hours. But when lunch came around and he didn’t show up, they started 
to worry. 


Camilo never missed a meal. 


So they’d gone looking for him. By sunset, he was still nowhere to be found and their worry 
morphed into fear. 


They sent Mirabel and Luisa home with Antonio to sleep while the rest of them searched for 
him. 


By morning, there was still no sign of him. 
And none the next day either. 


On the third day though, they found his ruana at the edge of the forest, stained red with 
blood. 


And Pepa had screamed. 


Bruno watched the storm slowly fade away as Felix did his best to comfort his wife, Pepa 
clutching the ruana to her chest. 


He’d never felt more helpless in his life. Not even when Casita had fallen. 


Camilo was in that strange place between awake and asleep. He felt weird but couldn’t 
dredge up any concern over that yet. 


Someone was stroking his hair and that didn’t seem... right. 
Before he could really feel worried though, he was dragged back into unconsciousness. 


The next time he became aware, that feeling of wrongness was getting stronger. There was an 
unfamiliar voice speaking but he couldn’t follow the words, still too distant. He noticed the 
funny taste in his mouth before he slipped away this time. 


The third time he came awake he was actually awake. His head felt fuzzy and his tongue felt 
oddly numb. 


Forcing his eyes open made the world spin dizzyingly around him and he had to close them 
and breathe deeply for a few moments before he could try again. 


It looked like he was in someone's basement, a cold stone floor beneath him. When he tried 
to sit up, he realised that his hands were tied behind his back. 


That was the point he realised that something was very, very wrong. 


With some squirming, he managed to get upright. Leaning against the wall, he started picking 
at the ropes around his wrists. They weren't very tight thankfully. 


He didn't like how numb his fingers felt though. Or how fuzzy everything still seemed. 
Was he drugged? 


Swallowing hard, he shifted into Antonio to slip free from the rope before returning to his 
regular form. The effort that one shift took made him double over and clutch his rolling 
stomach. 


He felt like shit actually. With the fuzzy fog lifting a little, he was noticing how sick he felt. 
A headache was starting to form as well. 


His head snapped up when he heard someone unlocking the door and he made the split- 
second decision to tuck his hands behind him again like he was still tied up. 


"Oh, you're awake!" 


He wasn't sure what he'd been expecting, but it hadn't been the teenage girl that clapped her 
hands in the doorway, quickly hurrying down the stairs. She had dark brown hair and brown 
eyes. He could have seen her a dozen times in the village but he couldn't remember her. 


"I was starting to worry that I gave you too much!" She beamed at him and he felt sick. 


"What did you do?" He asked warily. "Why-why am I here?" 


"Oh just a little herb I found," she gave him a wink. "A little in your snacks while you were 
off playing with some kids and you were off to dreamland!" 


He'd been bringing snacks with him whenever he went to the town just in case he got peckish 
ever since his family had found out just how hungry he got from shifting. But he'd left his 
bag on a bench while playing with the kids. 


It had never been a concern before... 
"Why?" He asked, heart beating fast. 


He jerked back when she crouched down in front of him, way too close for comfort as she ran 
one hand through his hair. 


"Because I want you, silly," she whispered, a mad glint in her eyes. "And you never noticed 
me. You'll notice me now though." 


This girl was insane! 


Instinctively, he lashed out, kicking her in the stomach and away from him. She let out a cry 
of pain as she fell backwards while he scrambled to his feet. 


He immediately had to grab onto the wall as the room spun again. 
What did she put in his food?! 
He groaned and leaned heavily on the wall, his legs threatening to buckle under him. 


He didn't have time for this! He needed to get out of here and find his family. Who knew how 
long he was out from those drugs? If it was past lunchtime they'd start to worry. 


As he pushed himself away from the wall he heard a scream of rage from behind him. He 
hadn't realised she was already on her feet and before he could turn, a blinding pain exploded 
in the back of his head. 


Camilo cried out and fell to the floor, dazed and already feeling unconsciousness creeping up 
on him. There was a brick lying just in sight with a blood splatter staining one corner. 


The bitch threw a brick at him. 


He didn't have much time to think about it, or the blood he could feel trickling down his neck 
and onto his ruana. The darkness swept him under before he could do anything else. 


Camilo was vaguely aware of being moved. His pounding head took up most of his focus and 
his concentration felt shattered. Scattered and out of reach. 


Whoever was handling him wasn't gentle, the rough movements jostling his already aching 
head. His ruana was pulled over his head, sparking a flicker of protest. He loved that ruana. It 
was a gift from his parents and he never went anywhere without it. 


Camilo was helpless as he was shoved against a wall and he felt his arm being lifted and cold 
metal wrapped around his wrist. When his arm was released, it stayed hanging with his hand 
high above his head. The same happened to his other arm. 


A hand fisted in his hair and brushed against something that hurt on the back of his head, 
pulling an automatic, breathless cry from him. 


The person paused in their movements and stroked a hand down his cheek. 
"You should have behaved," the voice said gently, at odds with the cruel grip in his hair. 


Then more cold metal wrapped around his throat and the hands disappeared, leaving him 
slumped against the wall, wrists pulled high above him. 


He faded out again. 


Camilo roused once more when his mouth was forced open and something that tasted bitter 
was pushed in. 


He let out a protesting whine and tried to twist away but the grip on his face was firm as 
whatever it was was secured in place. 


Someone patted his cheek and kissed his forehead. 


"To keep you quiet. I put up so much to muffle any noise but I don't want to risk that 
hermana of yours hearing you screaming if you're going to be difficult. And it's dipped in my 
special herb! So it should keep you nice and calm." 


Fear was twisting in his gut and he really needed to open his eyes, do something. Anything. 


But his head hurt. And he was dizzy and now that fuzzy feeling was creeping back in as the 
herb tainted water in the rag in his mouth dripped down his throat and forced him to swallow. 


And he felt terrifyingly weak. He couldn't even find the strength to lift his head. His Tia had 
always warned them about how dangerous head wounds were. And this crazy girl threw a 
brick at his. 


He remembered seeing blood on it and feeling blood trickling down his neck as well before 
passing out again. 


This was bad. This was really, really bad. 


Despite the fear racing through his veins, he couldn't stop from slipping back into that 
darkness again. 


Camilo woke to thunder. 


He cracked open his eyes and hazily looked around. The room was dark, no longer lit by any 
lanterns. There were all sorts of material put up on the walls, no doubt to muffle any noise 


that might escape the basement. 


Dolores' hearing was good but not that good. She might not even hear him if he could yell. 
He didn't know how far away from Casita he was. 


The thunder boomed again, muffled but still loud enough to hear. 

His mamá must be so worried. 

With an effort, Camilo rolled his head enough to look up at his hands. 
Chains. 

She'd chained him up in her basement like an animal. 


Nausea rolled in his gut and he let his head fall forward again. Even if he could shift in his 
current state, he didn't think he'd be able to get out of the collar around his neck. 


Groaning, he drew his knees up to his chest with some difficulty, a shiver racing through him. 
That was when he noticed that his ruana was gone. No wonder he felt colder. 


That was the point that the despair crashed into him. 


He'd been kidnapped, chained up in some crazy's basement. The rag in his mouth kept him 
quiet and dripped a steady stream of drugged water down his throat which made thinking 
hard. 


His tongue was also numb. That probably wasn't good. 


He gingerly rested his head on his knees, feeling the collar pull against his neck at the 
movement. 


He knew his family would be looking for him. But he didn't know how long it would take for 
them to find him. 


When they found him. It had to be a 'when'. 


He drifted for a while, hoping that the pounding in his head would get better and trying not to 
throw up. 


He tensed when the door opened again. 
"You're awake!" She sounded so happy that it made his stomach turn. 


He lifted his head slowly to watch her as she bounded down the stairs. He couldn't do 
anything as she crowded into his space again and forcefully turned his head to kiss his cheek. 


"You need to stop sleeping so long, silly!" 


Her loud voice was doing his headache no favours and he closed his eyes in pain. 


They snapped back open when a sharp pain exploded in the left side of his face. His head 
jerked to the right and it felt like it might explode. 


He hated the whimper that slipped out around the gag but he was getting overwhelmed at this 
point. 


"Don't be rude and go back to sleep!" The girl yelled, making his ears ring. "You've slept 
enough. Look at me when I'm talking to you!" 


Her angry scowl melted into a bright smile when his wide eyes landed back on her. 
"That's better!" She chirped. "I came to spend some time with you!" 


She sat down next to him, too close, and cuddled right up into his side. He tried to shy away 
from the contact but he was trapped in place as she rested her head on his shoulder. 


"I'm so excited you know? We finally have the chance to get to know each other without any 
distractions. It's just you and me." 


She rested her hand on his knee which was still drawn up to his chest and he fought down a 
shudder. She'd already shown that she was quick to violence. 


He was in bad enough shape with a concussion. He didn't need anything worse... 


Bruno slumped in place, breathing hard as the sand fell around him and another useless 
vision tablet fell to the ground. He could generally direct his visions towards a certain person 
but his Gift was being unusually difficult right now. It kept veering off away from Camilo 
and showing him a vision of someone else in the family. 


Dolores huddled in her room and crying. 

Antonio listlessly playing with his plush jaguar. 

Mirabel running frantically through town. 

None of them were helpful and only drove the knife in deeper. 

He shakily picked this last vision up and stared at it. 

It was Pepa, in the middle of an impressive storm with rage written across her expression. 
Terrifying, but not helpful right now. 


"Come on, just show me Camilo. Show me mi sobrino," he whispered desperately to himself 
as he forced himself upright. 


That was already four back-to-back visions. He could feel the shakiness in his limbs that 
came from overusing his Gift but he needed to do this. 


"One more," he bargained with himself. "One more. Where's Camilo?" 

He set everything up again and took a deep breath before diving into another vision. 

He could have cried when Camilo's face swam into view but then he got a good look at him. 
His sobrino looked terrible. 


His hair was a tangled mess and there was a makeshift gag shoved into his mouth. His arms 
were stretched high above him by chains and there was a dazed look to his eyes that worried 
Bruno. 


Before he could process all that, another figure stepped into view in the vision. A teenager 
maybe? She seemed angry and was gesturing violently around them. Suddenly she moved 
forward and delivered a sharp kick to Camilo's unprotected side. Bruno was helpless to watch 
the relentless assault as Camilo's eyes screwed shut in pain as she kicked him again and again 
and again. Breathing hard she gripped his hair and dragged him up, shouting something in his 
face. He was balancing precariously on his knees, held at an awkward angle between her 
hand in his hair and the chains. 


Suddenly the girl's demeanour changed completely and she seemed to coo at him, delicately 
wiping the tears that had escaped down his cheeks away. She stroked a hand down his cheek 
and smiled before letting go, dropping him back against the wall. 


Camilo slumped in place and it was terrifying to see him so still. His sobrino was always so 
lively and full of energy. 


He broke out of the vision with a gasp, doubling over to clutch at his head as a migraine 
crashed down on him. 


He'd pushed himself too far. But he had what he needed. They had a clue. 


Forcing himself to move through the pain, he reached out to blindly grasp the tablet and 
squinted at it. 


It had captured the moment that the girl had been holding him up by the hair, her face clearly 
visible along with Camilo's as she stroked down his cheek. 


The image made him shudder and it would infuriate everyone in the family. But it was their 
only clue. 


It took him a painfully long time to get out of his vision cave and to the door. He'd never been 
more thankful for the lack of stairs in his room. 


Outside, he found Pepa and Felix anxiously waiting. Dolores was out with the others 
searching again but they'd agreed to wait for any vision he could manage. 


Their eyes widened to see the state he was in and Felix had to catch him when he almost 
collapsed, but he held the vision out to Pepa. 


She took it from him as he passed out. 


"Ay, how many visions did he have?" Felix asked in concern, hefting Pepa's hermano into his 
arms to take back into his room to his bed. 


Pepa studied Bruno's pale face worriedly for a moment before her eyes fell to the tablet that 
he'd put himself in so much pain to get. 


Her breathing caught in her throat at the sight. 


Her little Cami, her sweet boy, chained up and gagged. Some-some bitch was holding him up 
by his hair and he looked like he was in so much pain. 


And he looked scared. 
Her baby. Her little Cami who wanted nothing more than to make people smile was scared. 
When she got her hands on this girl, this monster who had hurt her baby, she was going to- 


Pepa was pulled from her dark, spiralling thoughts by Felix's sharp inhale next to her. Her 
gaze snapped to him and her heart hurt to see the pain so clear in his face as he stared at the 
tablet. 


"We're going to find him," she whispered, drawing his gaze to her. "And when we do, we're 
making her pay." 


Found 


Camilo curled up as much as he could with the chains in the way. His side ached almost as 
badly as his head did now. He wasn't even sure what set the girl off this time. 


She'd been going on about something and the next second she was screaming at him for being 
ungrateful and kicking him relentlessly in the side. 


He was worried he'd heard something crack. 


His eyes cracked open when the door opened again. The stomping footsteps didn't bode well 
for him. 


"Why are you being so difficult?!" She hissed in agitation. "We could have such a perfect life 
together." 


Keeping his gaze averted probably only made her angrier since she stormed over and forced 
his legs down and away from his chest before planting herself in his lap. She glared at him in 
frustration and balled up the material of his shirt in her hands. 


He didn't have any warning before she violently shook him back and forth, his head hitting 
the wall painfully. He could barely process the pain and didn't hear a word she screamed at 


him. 


That only seemed to make her angrier. She reached up and he felt her take his hand in a tight 
grip. 


Then she yanked and twisted and he let out a muffled scream. 


"Are you listening now?!" She demanded as she twisted his hand so far he thought his wrist 
might break. 


He forced his eyes to focus on her, not sure how else to give her what she wanted with the 
gag in place. It seemed to satisfy her though as she let go of his hand and dropped back into 
his lap, jostling his entire body. 


He could feel the tears escaping again. This drug that fogged up his head also made it 
impossible to keep any sort of control over them it seemed. 


But his head hurt worse than before. His side burned. And now his wrist was throbbing. If it 
wasn't broken then it was definitely badly sprained. 


She cooed at him and wiped the tears off his cheeks. 
"No need to cry, love. You just need to behave, that's all." 


She seemed to get agitated when her words didn't stop the tears. He saw the slap coming this 
time, snapping his head to the side. 


"Stop crying!" 
She pressed up close to him and whispered in his ear. 
"We'll be together forever, love. You don't need to worry about anything. Just behave for me." 


She turned her head and pressed a kiss to his cheek. He fought down a shudder through sheer 
willpower. 


He wasn't sure how long she sat there, pressed too close and setting his nerves on edge. His 
sense of time was all weird. 


A sudden crash of thunder made them both startle and she looked up with an annoyed and 
wary glare. 


Mama. 
He was relieved when she pulled away. 


"Oh, the weather has been terrible. I can't wait for it to clear up," she muttered, stalking out of 
the basement. 


Camilo gingerly twisted to the side to huddle against the wall as comfortably as he could. His 
stomach grumbled and he closed his eyes. 


On top of everything, he was starving. Who knew how long it had been since he'd eaten? 
The hunger pangs only added another pain onto everything else. 


He didn't fight the darkness that pulled him under this time, the thunder rumbling like an 
ominous promise. 


The entire family stared at the tablet on the table with varying expressions. Bruno was still 
sleeping off the overuse of his Gift while the rest of them studied their only clue. 


"Does anyone recognise her?" Felix asked hopefully. 


They all tore their attention away from Camilo, tied up and scared, and onto the girl 
responsible. 


Luisa shook her head miserably. Isabela let out a frustrated noise. Dolores worried at her lip 
as she wracked her brain for anything. 


"Wait, she is familiar," Mirabel breathed, everyone's attention snapping to her. "I used to see 
her follow Camilo a lot. He's got that fan club in town remember? She's part of that." 


"Fan club?" Julieta asked, baffled. 


"Camilo is popular with the girls. Though he's completely oblivious to it. He doesn't realise 
he flirts because he treats all the girls like how Tio Felix treats Tia Pepa." 


"I know the leader of that fan club," Dolores whispered, grabbing up the tablet in shaky 
hands. "I'll ask her for more information." 


"T'll come with!" Isabela raced after her. 


Pepa stood silently, staring out of the window with her arms wrapped around her as the storm 
raged outside. 


She felt so useless. 
Felix wrapped an arm around her waist and she rested her head on his shoulder. 


He'd been missing for four days now. 


Isabela was relieved that the girl they showed the tablet to seemed horrified by the image. 
Apparently, the fan club was made up of girls with harmless crushes on Camilo who liked to 
gossip about him. 


"That's Catalina," she whispered. "Why-why is she..." 
"Do you know where she lives?" Isabela urged but the girl shook her head. 


"In her family home, I don't know where it is. Her parents died recently. We haven't seen her 
much since..." 


They thanked her for her help before racing back to Casita with the information. 
They had a name, but would that help? 

"Wait," Julieta cut into their hurried explanation. "Her parents died? Recently?" 
She grabbed the tablet and studied it closer before paling. 

"Dios mio... I know where he is." 

Pepa surged forward and grabbed her hermana's arms. 

"Where?!" 


"The Lopez house. They died a few weeks ago from illness. I visited to help ease the pain. I 
remember seeing her a few times but I was focused on them." She covered her mouth in 
horror. "On the edge of town, practically in the forest. You went with me one day Pepa.” 


Realisation lit in Pepa's eyes and the storm outside grew eerily still. 


"Thank you Juli," she whispered, an odd calm in her voice. "Do me a favour? Keep everyone 
indoors." 


She spun and stalked out of the kitchen, determination glinting in her eyes. Casita threw her 
doors open for Pepa before closing them again once she was outside. All the shutters closed 
and when Isabela tried the door it wouldn't open. 


"Dolores! Go to your room! Quickly!" Julieta ordered. 

Her sobrina was quick to obey and just in time. 

An earsplitting crack of thunder followed a truly terrifying bolt of lightning across the sky. 
"Mama?" Mirabel asked in concern. 

"Pepa will bring him home," Julieta murmured. "But Catalina might not survive." 


Felix looked grim but made no move to try and follow Pepa. "She's going to let loose. All we 
can do is wait." 


Camilo woke up to the loudest crack of thunder he'd ever heard. 


He blinked rapidly as he tried to make his eyes focus but they refused to lose the blurriness 
that covered the room. 


His head hurt. It really, really hurt. 


The next crack of thunder made the entire room vibrate and he moaned when even that slight 
movement made everything flare with pain. 


His captor came racing down the stairs, looking worried for once. She raced over to him and 
roughly checked the chains and his gag, making him cry out in pain when his wrist and head 
were jostled. 


"Still in place, he couldn't have," she was muttering to herself. 


Camilo struggled to focus as she talked to herself almost frantically. She was all blurry 
though and her words went in and out of his understanding. 


Suddenly, she grabbed his face and forced him to look at her, not that he could see much right 
now. 


That... that was bad right? 
"You're mine!" She snarled, nails digging painfully into his cheeks. "Mine!" 


A loud, tearing noise ripped through the air and Camilo winced as her grip tightened on his 
face in fear. 


Suddenly she let go and spun around to face the door. 


Crashes sounded above them and the door shuddered. There was a beat where nothing 
happened and then the door was blown off its hinges and a howling wind surged into the 
room, deafening them. 


Camilo watched with wide eyes as a blurry, unfocused figure stalked down the steps. He 
didn't need a clear image to know who that was and he felt the fear drain from his body. 


That yellow dress, familiar vibrant red hair. The sound of rumbling thunder and crackle of 
lightning. 


Mama. 


He closed his eyes as more tears slid down his cheeks. Her words reached them over the 
winds even though she spoke in a low hiss. 


"You dare." 
He was safe. He could feel the way the wind surrounded him protectively. 


He was safe. 


Pepa glared down at the little bitch that was even now trying to stand between her and her 
hijo. 


"He's mine!" Catalina screamed. 


With a flick of her wrist, the wind slammed the girl into a far wall, away from Camilo. She 
hit the wall hard enough that something definitely broke. 


Ignoring her for the moment, Pepa walked over to her hijo. She knelt down in front of him 
and carefully cradled his face in her hands, lifting his head. Dazed, unfocused hazel-green 
eyes stared back at her. Her worry doubled when she saw how blown his pupils were, and 
how uneven they were. As much as she wanted to scoop him up and get him to Julieta 
immediately, she had to deal with the threat first. 


But comforting her niños would always be her top priority. 

"I'm here Cami," she murmured. "You're safe. I'm going to get you out of here." 
Her heart ached as she wiped a tear off his cheek gently. 

"Just hold on a little longer while I deal with her, okay?" 


She pressed a light kiss to his forehead before standing again and turning to face Catalina. 
The girl had managed to stand again although the way she held her arm to her body 
suggested it was injured. 


Good. 


"You dare to take my hijo, my boy, and hurt him? You dare to lay a finger on him?!" She 
snarled as she put herself between the girl and Camilo. 


"He's mine! But he wouldn't behave so I needed to punish him!" She yelled. "You can't take 
him back!" 


She grabbed a knife from a nearby table and launched herself at Pepa. 
The winds batted her aside before she got close. 
Stupid girl. In her storm? 


“You do not own him,” Pepa’s voice was calm but the cloud that filled the room showed her 
fury clearly enough. 


Catalina screamed and threw herself forward in a blind rage. 


She didn’t even get halfway when a bolt of lightning hit her dead on, dropping her to the 
floor. 


It had been a long time since Pepa struck someone with her lightning, that time in defense of 
Bruno. 


And like that first time, she felt no regret. 


The fools were stupid enough to harm her family. They got everything they deserved in that 
single blast of electricity. 


Pepa calmly walked forward and searched the moaning girl for a key, finding it on a chain 
around her neck. Then she left the idiot on the ground to return to her hijo. 


She had no concern for someone who had harmed her baby this much. 
Pepa knelt in front of Camilo again and started on the gag first. 


“She won’t hurt you again mijo,” she promised and watched a small amount of tension drain 
from his body. 


Pepa pulled the gag out gently, noting that it had a strong, unfamiliar smell. Frowning, she 
tossed it aside and lightly stroked over the indents in his cheeks where the rag had been 
secured. 


“Mmm,” Camilo tried to speak but it was like his tongue wasn’t cooperating. 
Pepa pressed a kiss to his forehead. “Shh, it’s okay. Let me get you out of here.” 


He swallowed hard and nodded slightly. 


Working quickly, Pepa unlocked the collar (a damn collar like he was some kind of animal!) 
and pulled it away from his throat. His skin was a little red from chafing but that seemed to 
be the extent of injuries from that at least. 


Moving on to his wrists, Pepa had to take a breath to calm herself so that she didn’t strike that 
bitch with lightning again. Camilo’s left wrist was badly swollen, pressing against the shackle 
in what had to be a painful way. She was careful as she unlocked them, lowering Camilo’s 
arms gently. He still let out a soft whine at the pain of moving them after they were locked in 
place for so long. 


Pepa was especially careful with his injured wrist. At least the swelling in the shackle hadn’t 
cut off blood flow to his fingers. 


“We’re going to go home, and your Tia is going to fill you up with food so that nothing hurts 
anymore. And then we’re going to cuddle with your papa and Antonio and Dolores.” She 
brushed his hair lightly out of his face. “But I just need to check that it’s safe to move you 
now, okay mijo?” 


He was still looking very dazed but he shakily lifted his uninjured hand to point at the back of 
his head. Pepa leaned him forward slightly to check and found his hair matted with blood at 
the back. Concussion then. 


“Okay, we’ll take care of that. Is there anything else Cami?” 


This time he curled his hand around his side and Pepa delicately lifted his shirt to reveal livid 
bruising covering his entire side. 


One more lightning strike wouldn’t hurt, right? 
Pepa forced her thoughts away from little miss bitch for the moment. 


“Are those the worst?” she asked gently, cupping Camilo’s cheek to keep his head up since he 
seemed to be struggling with that. He nodded tiredly in her hold. 


She pursed her lips, still worried about his silence. Remembering the gag and that strange 
smell, she made a guess. 


“Did she drug you? With the gag?” 
He nodded again, shuddering. 


“Is your mouth numb?” she made another guess and got another nod. “That’s okay. You don’t 
have to talk until that fades okay?” 


She pulled him closer until his head was resting against her shoulder and hooked her arms 
behind his back and under his knees. She wasn’t making him walk anywhere in this state. 
And despite how much her hijo ate he was still pretty light. 


Years of dragging Bruno around meant she was used to carrying gangly teenagers in her 
arms. He used to fall asleep in the strangest places when avoiding people that wanted 


visions... 
Pepa stood up as smoothly as she could but Camilo still let out a soft cry of pain. 


“Lo siento mijo,” she whispered. “We’re going home now. We’re going home.” 


The world only seemed to be getting more blurry as time went on but Camilo still noticed 
when they left the basement. A storm was raging outside but it wasn’t as angry as before. 


It took him a moment to realise that he could see the sky as soon as they left the basement. 
Did the storm tear the house apart? Was that what that tearing and crashing noise had been? 


He let his eyes slide shut after a moment and just enjoyed the safety of his mamás arms. He 
hadn’t been carried like this in years. 


Everything still hurt. He still felt dizzy and sick. His tongue was still heavy and numb and 
refused to form any words he wanted it to. 


But that didn’t really matter anymore because he was going home. Because his mamá had 
found him and everything would be okay now. 


Even the storm rumbling above them and soaking them both only served to chase the fear 
away. 


Because his mama wasn’t afraid to lose it when someone was stupid enough to hurt him. 
It was over. 


He was safe. 


Recovery 


Casita’s doors flew open before Pepa reached them and she murmured a thank you to the 
house. Camilo was safe in her arms but she couldn’t calm down. Not until he was healed up 
and among his family again. 


Felix was the first over to her, looking down at their hijo in concern. 


“Julieta,” Pepa kept her voice down so she didn’t make the headache Camilo no doubt had 
any worse. Her hermana was already ahead of her though, darting into the kitchen to get 
something for Camilo to eat. 


Dolores came racing down the stairs with Antonio in her arms as Pepa lowered herself to sit 
on the couch, laying Camilo out over her lap. His eyes flickered open but didn’t focus on 
anyone in the room. 


“Cami,” Felix whispered, pushing Camilo’s hair out of his eyes. 
Their hijo leaned into the touch but stayed silent which clearly concerned everyone watching. 
“She drugged him,” Pepa explained tightly. “He can’t talk just yet.” 


Felix’s expression was as thunderously angry as her storm at that news but his touch was 
light and gentle with Camilo. Dolores edged closer but stayed out of the way for the moment. 


Julieta hurried up to them and gave Pepa an expectant look. 


“Concussion, sprained wrist, severe bruising on his side and maybe a broken rib. He’s 
struggling to focus and she drugged him with something,” she rattled off as Felix shifted so 
that Julieta could get at Camilo. 


“Oh Cami,” Felix whispered, looking pained. 


Julieta nodded sharply, anger in every line of her body. She handed over an arepa and Pepa 
repositioned Camilo so that he was leaning against her. 


“Mijo, think you could try and eat something?” she asked gently. 


Those hazy eyes flickered open again and she was just relieved that he hadn’t passed out on 
them. They needed him to eat something. 


“Just a little Cami,” she coaxed. “I know that drug probably has you feeling funny, but this is 
important okay?” She broke off some of the arepa and held it to his mouth, faintly hearing the 
rest of the family gathering around them. 


For a moment she thought that Camilo didn’t hear her but then he opened his mouth and she 
let out a soft sigh of relief. 


“There we go mijo,” she whispered, holding him up so that swallowing would be easier. She 
had no idea how the drug was affecting him exactly. 


They could tell the moment that he did manage to swallow the food though since he went 
completely limp against Pepa with a soft groan as the pain drained out of him, Julieta’s Gift 
healing his injuries. 


“Well done Cami,” Pepa murmured, holding him tight to her. 


When he blinked his eyes open this time, those hazel-green eyes she loved so much were 
sharp and focused again, pupils back to normal. Pepa smiled at him and peppered his face 
with kisses. 


“There’s my Cami,” she whispered. 


Mostly he just looked exhausted now and, unfortunately, Julieta’s cooking couldn’t get rid of 
the effects of the drug so those would need to fade on their own. 


But he was looking at her again and there was a relieved smile pulling at his lips. 


She hugged him tightly now that she didn’t need to worry about injuries and felt him weakly 
hug back. 


She reluctantly relinquished him after that so that Felix could hug Camilo as well, fussing 
over the blood in his hair. Dolores brought Antonio over and they got their own hugs in, 
Antonio crying into Camilo’s shirt. He’d been a mess since his hermano went missing. 


Felix sat on the arm of the couch while Dolores sat next to her mama with Antonio in her lap. 
Camilo didn’t seem in any rush to move away from Pepa so she kept him sitting sideways in 
her lap as the rest of the family converged on them to check on their recovered family 
member. 


Mirabel hugged Camilo tightly, sobbing in relief. Isabela muttered threats about feeding him 
to her plants if he worried her like that again. Luisa just cried. 


Abuela watched in relief to see her nieto safe and home again. 

Pepa smiled at her hermana gratefully when she handed over a wet cloth. 
“I’m just going to check on Bruno,” she murmured. 

Camilo looked at Pepa inquisitively at Julieta’s words. 


“Your Zio pushed himself a bit too far with his visions looking for you,” she explained gently 
as she started to wipe his face and neck. “He’s fine, just exhausted and dealing with a 
migraine. He’ll be so happy to hear you’re home. His vision was the clue we needed to find 
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you. 


He blinked in surprise, which was understandable. Bruno hadn’t done any visions since their 
Gifts had returned. She smiled down at him. 


“Your Tio would do anything to keep you all safe,” she reminded him. 


Once everyone was assured that Camilo was home and okay except for some lingering 
effects from the drug, Felix scooped him up and they headed up to their room. 


Between the pair of them they had their hijo cleaned up and dressed in clean pyjamas in no 
time. Camilo was already half asleep by the time they settled him in the bed between them, 
not having protested any of the fussing. He was too exhausted to even stand upright so they 
doubted he’d have been able to clean up on his own. And they couldn't bear to have him out 
of their sight just yet. Not when he was still so vulnerable. 


A knock on the door had them pausing before they turned out the light, Camilo cuddled up to 
his mama and safe in her arms. 


Felix went to the door and came back with Dolores and Antonio. There would always be 
space for all their niños. 


Despite it being years since all three of them were in their bed, they fit perfectly between 
their parents. Antonio curled up in his kermana 5 arms while she kept one hand on Camilo’s 
shoulder. 


“It’s alright, everyone’s safe,” Pepa whispered to them, watching Camilo rapidly get dragged 
under by sleep. Felix reached over their niños to rest a hand on Pepa’s arm. 


She smiled back at him before they settled down to sleep like that, their family whole again. 


Camilo woke up slowly without any fog trying to drag him back down into unconsciousness. 
Nothing hurt and he was warm, a very different awakening compared to the last few days. 


Familiar fingers were running through his hair and he was tucked securely against someone 
with another warm body at his back. 


He pushed up a little into the hand in his hair and it paused for a moment. 
“Mama?” he mumbled, tongue still a little awkward, but actually functioning today. 
It hadn’t been a dream right? 


“Morning Cami,” she whispered and he let out a shuddering breath as he lifted his head and 
opened his eyes. 


His mama was smiling warmly at him. It wasn’t a dream. 


“Camilo!” Antonio yelled behind him before throwing his little body over Camilo’s so that he 
could get his arms around his neck in a hug. 


“Hey Antonio,” Camilo greeted, twisting to see that Dolores was also there, staring at him 
with relieved eyes. “Dolores.” 


“Hola hermanito,” she whispered, smile shaky and eyes shiny with tears. 


“How are you feeling Cami?” His papá asked. He was sitting up at the other side of the bed. 
Had everyone camped in his parents’ room? 


“Better,” he assured them and they all noticeably relaxed a bit while Antonio just continued 
to cling to him. 


Camilo shifted and pushed himself upright without disturbing his hermano. Then he flushed 
when his stomach decided to complain. Loudly. 


His mama frowned. “When was the last time you ate?” 


“How long was I gone?” he reluctantly asked, wrapping one arm around Antonio to keep him 
steady. 


“Four days,” his papd was the one to answer. 
Four days? She’d had him for four days? It had felt like so much longer... 


“I ate something just before she got me,” he admitted. “That’s how she did it. She got to my 
food and drugged me.” 


Dolores covered her ears just as their mama thundered, her cloud filling the room. 


“Well, she won’t be doing anything to you again,” she promised. “Luisa and Isabela went to 
deal with her.” 


She cupped his cheek and smiled at him, her cloud calming down a bit. 
“Would you like to go get some breakfast?” she asked. 
“Yeah,” he nodded in relief. His stomach was still twisting painfully. 


The family all climbed out of the bed, Camilo still with Antonio attached to him. He 
stumbled a bit but his mama steadied him before they all headed down to the kitchen. 


Everyone was already there and they beamed to see Camilo up and awake. His primas 
swarmed him with hugs and so did his Tia and Abuela. He didn’t mind the hug from Abuela 
so much since she was shaking. Their relationship might be strained but he knew she loved 
him. 


His Tio Bruno was also there, looking drained but smiling widely. He pulled Camilo into a 
tight hug when everyone else let him go. 


“Thanks Tio,” Camilo murmured softly. “Mama told me about the vision.” 


“I’m just glad it helped,” he sighed. 


Everyone quickly found their seats and Camilo found himself between his parents with 
Antonio in his lap and Dolores and Mirabel across from him. 


No one commented when he got seconds. Not that anyone commented anymore ever since 
the whole ‘shifting makes him super hungry’ reveal. 


After breakfast, Mirabel approached him with something familiar in her hands. His breathing 
hitched as he accepted his ruana. He hadn’t seen it since that girl took it while he was mostly 
unconscious. 


“But... how?” he asked. 


“We found it the other day, near the forest. It... it had your blood on it. I managed to get the 
stain out though so I thought you’d like it back.” 


He threw his arms around her as he murmured his thanks. She hugged him back tightly. 
“It’s good to have you back mi mellizo,” she whispered, burying her face in his shoulder. 


They stood there for a moment before Camilo pulled back and yanked the ruana on. He felt 
better the moment the fabric settled on his shoulders. 


“Thanks Mira,” he grinned at her. “I really appreciate it.” 


“Thank me by never putting us through that again Cami,” Mirabel smiled though. “We were a 
mess.” 


“Well as long as there’re no more crazies like that one, I think we’ll be fine,” he huffed. 


“Oh, the head of your fan club is vetting members now. It should be fine,” Dolores told them 
as she walked past. 


“the head of my what now?” Camilo asked in confusion. 

Mirabel just snickered and patted his shoulder before wandering off again. 

“Mirabel? Dolores?! What fan club?!” 

What the hell?! 

Camilo didn’t find himself alone in the village for months after that. But that was fine. 

It helped, to see one of his family members lingering nearby or joining him in his activities. 
Especially with this reveal of a fan club. Seriously, what the hell?! 


Why did no one tell him?! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


